the sky on the horizon   In Maimacheng lights sprang out
m windows
In close ranks, with fixed bayonets, grim-lipped, the
men of Ungern's division descended the slope
The battle raged all night long The Chinese had en-
trenched themselves in Maimacheng, and they put up a
stout fight The regiment of Mongol cavalry, which had
been held in reserve on the Bogdo-Ula, went forward at
the gallop in a straight line, crossed the Tola, and at-
tacked the town from the south side, but they were
driven back by machine-gun fire
At dawn the attack was renewed Standing on a height
which overlooked Maimacheng, Ungern watched the waves
of assault flowing towards the town, and then flowing
back again and dying away in the plain His beard had
grown a little longer, and his thin, dned-up eyelids were
red His unblinking eyes surveyed those cowards down
there who were afraid to risk their skins
The Chinese company posted to the north of Maima-
cheng were the first to give way At the same moment
Rezukhin's cavalry broke through the south gate Street
fighting followed
Windows spat bullets at the attackers From the roofs,
shaken by gun-fire, hand-grenades dropped by the dozen
Corpses sprawled against walls, blocked streets, congested
courtyards The winding lanes, all stretches of blind
walls, limited the field of fire The blaring of conches
dominated the din
While the fighting was still going on, Mongols and
Cossacks started sacking the shops They shattered shut-
ters They slit the throats of shopkeepers Broken-down
doors vomited silks, idols, sacks of tea, and articles of
saddlery
The gate of the Commercial Bank yielded to the blows
of rifle-butts The offices were empty The Mongols hung
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